The Tragedie 

His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to dav 
Theresfomeconceitor other likes him vveli. 
fPhzn he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

1 1 hinke there is neuer a man in Chriffendome, 

That canlefler hide his louc or hate then he; 

For by his face draight fhull you know his heart. 

Dar, What of his heart percciue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he /hewed to day i 
. Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended, 

For it he were, he would haue ffiewen it in his face. 

'Dar, I pray God iie be not, I lav. 

Enter (ft Softer, 

9 A ' 1 pray you all, what do they deferue 

That do confpire my death.with diueliiffi plots, 
Ofdamned witchcraft,and thaohauepreuaild 
Vpon rny body with their hellifi charmcs ? 

Haft. The tender loue / beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makes me moftforward in this noblcprcfence, 

To doome the offenders whatfeeuer thev be/ 

/fay my Lord they haue deferued dea th« 

Ge 0l Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill. 

See how / am be witchr, behold minearmc 
h like a blafied fapling withered vp« 

Tins is that Edwards wife.thatmonffrous witch 
Contorted with that harlot ffrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus hauc marked me. 

rf'u!)' C} { ' auedonc ^brhingmy gracious Lord, 

r fai f ‘ 10 l) & a °J of tn,s danincd Jumper, 

-Telit thou mcof)»]cs?thoii arta traitor. ••*.■ . ’< 

Off with his head -Now by Saint Paul,* 

I will riot dine to day / f wcare f 

Vntill /fee the (iniCjfonic fee it done*’ 

Tl^eathatUem^comeandfolIov^e. 

For tSon°/° r E | ng u and>n0t 3 W,m for ^Ga.wiebHtfi, 

roi lroorondrnighthauepreitented thjs:.:! < • 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme. 

But / difdatnd,and did fcornc to fije, 

A nd flat tied when he Iooktvpon the Tower, 



of Richard the third. 

As loth tobeare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Oh now I want the Pried that fpake totne, 

I now repent / told the Purfiuant, 

A$ twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pemfret bloodily were butchered, 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Mar'garetjncfw thy heauie curfe 
Is lighted* on poorc H aftings wretched head. 

Cat, Dispatch my Lo.the Duke would be at < 

Make a fhort fbrift.hc longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary flare of worldly men. 

Which we more huntfor,then for the grace of heauen: 
Who buildshis hopes in aier ofyourfairc looke.’ 

J.iuis like drunken Saylers on a maft, 

Ready with euety nod fo tumble downe 
7nto thefatall bowch of the deepe. 

Come leadc me to the blocke, beare him my 
They fmi leaf me, that fhortly lhall be dead. 

Enter Duke ofGlofter and ’Buckingham in armor. 

Glo, Come coufin,candthou quake & change thy colour: 
Murthcrthy breath in middleofa word, 

And then begin againe.and flop againe. 

As if thou wert didraught and mad with terror, 

Buc, Tutfeare not me. 

/ can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speak;, and looke backe, and prieon cucry fide; 

Intending deere fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforced fniilcs. 

And both are readx in their offices 
To grace my dratagerm. Enter (JMaior, 

ftl, Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let me alone to entertains him, L, Maior. 

Glo, Looke to the drawbridge there, 

Buc, The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Glo. Catesby ouerlooke the vvalles. 

Buc. Harke / beare a drumtne. 

Glo, Looke backe, defend, thee, here are enemies. ' 
Buc, God and our innocencie defend vs, 

Glo, 0,0, be quicj.it is Catesby. 


